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The Haunted Chamber.

BY “THE DUCHESS.”

-Author of “Monica,” “Mona Seully,”
“Phyllis,” etc., ete.
CHAPTER. IV.

It is the evening of the theatricals;
and in one of the drawing-rooms
at the castle, where the stage has been
er and also in_another room be-
hind eonneeted with it by folding-
doors, everybody of note in the county
is already assembled. Fans are flutter-
ing—so are many hearts behind the
scenes—and a low buzz of conversa-
tion is being carried on among the com-

pany. .

'i‘ien the curtain rises; the fans s
rustling, the conversation ceases, an
all faces turn curiously to the small but
perfect stage that the London work-
men have erected.

_Every one is very anxious to see what
his or her neighbor is going to de when
brought before a critical audience. No-
body, of course, hopes openly fora
break-down, but secretly there are a
folw who would be glad to seesuch-and-
such a orne’s pride lowered.

3 Solgnifchance.al;{gt;e_wﬁ-ﬁ occuré ’I;hn
1nsipid Tony spe 13 lines perfect

if he fails to grasp the idea that a lit;r.{é
acting thrown in would be an improve-
ment; a very charming cousin Con is
made out of Miss Villiers; a rather
stilEed but strictly correct old lady out

of Gertrude Vining. But Flor-
ence Delmaine, as Kate Hardcastle,
leaves nothing to be de:ired, and man
are the complimentary speeches utte
from time to time by the audience.
Arthur Dynecourt too had not over-
praised his own powers. It is paipable
to every one that he has often trod the
hoards, and the pathos he throws into
his perfcrmance astonishes the au-
dience. Is it only acting in the final
scene when he makes love to Miss
Hardcasile, or is there some real senti-
ment in it? :

The question arises in many breasts.
They note how his color changes as he
takes her hand, how his voice trembles;
they notice teo how she grows celd, in
spite of her desire to carry out her part
to the end, us he grows warmer, and
how instinctively she shrinks from his
touch. Then it is ali ever, nd the cur-
tain falls amidst loud appliiise.  Flor-
ence eomes bafore the curtain in re-
swonse to frequent calls, gracefully,
half reluctantly, with a soft warm blush
upon her cheeks and & light in her-eyes
that renders her remarkable loveliness
orly more apparent. Sir Adrian,
watchn:;_ ihe; with 8 heart faint and
eold with grief and disappointment. ac-
knowledges sadly to himself that never
has he seen her fook so beautiful. She
advances and bows to the audience,
and only loses her self-possession 3
very little when a bouquet directed at
her feet by an enthusiastic younag man

ts upon her shoulder instead.
ur Dynecourt, who has accom-
ied her to the footlights, and who
in her triumph, picks up the bou-
quet and presents it to i:er.

As he does 30 the audience again be-
comes aware that ske receives it from
him in a spirit that suggests detesta-
on of the one that hands it, and that
smile withers as she does so, aud
at eves lose their happy tht of
t before.
sees all this too, but -
tbat she is now ing

anoti the part shown him b
e D i eves are blinded by
Jealousy: he not see the purity an
~ . truth reflected in PRCIR; O BSconstrues
pained expre on that of late has
saddened her fa oo
For the Jas Yew days, ever since her
momento interview with Arthur

[

 in the gallery, she has been
igmae#nd reserved with Sir Adrian,
3Fhas endeavored to avoid his socie-

*y. Sheis oppressed with the thou%:

hat he has read her secret love for

and seeks, by an assumed coldness of
demeanor and a studied avoidance of
him, to induce bim to believe himself

taken.

m_%trt Sir Adrian Is only rendered more
miserable bg this svoidance, in the
thought that probably Mrs. Talbot has
told Florence of his discovery of her
sttachment to Arthur, and that she
dreads his taxing her with her duplici-
ty. and so makes strenuous efforts to
Keep herself apart from him. They
have already drifted so far apart that
to-night, when the ﬁgy has come to an
end, and Florence retired from the
dressing-room, Sir Adrian does not
dream of aching her to offer the
congratulations on her success that he
would have showered upon her in 2
Lappier heur.

rlorence, feeling lonely and de-

ressed, having listlessly submitted to

er maid’s guidance and changed her
stage gown for a pale blue ball of
satin and pearis—as dancing is to suc-
ceed the earlier amusement of the
evening—goes silently down-stairs, but,
instead of pursuing her way to the ball-
room, where dancing has already com-
menced, she turns aside, and, entering
a small, dimly lighted antechamber,
¢inks wearily upon a satin-covered
lounge. .

From a distance the sweet strains of
% German waltz comes to her ears.
There is deep sadness and melancholy
in the music that attunes itsslf to her
own sorrowful reflections. Presently
the tears steal down her cheeks. She
feels lonely and neglected, and, -
ing her head in the cushions of the
lounge, sobs aloud.

She does not hear the hﬂg approach
of footsteps until they stop close beside
her, and a voice that makes her pulse
throb madly says, in deep agitation—

“Florence—Miss Delmaine—what b
happened? What has occurred to dis-
teess you®

Sir Adrian is ben din%ﬂo;gr her, evi-
dently in deep distress elf. Asshe
starts, he places his arm round her and
raises her to a sitting posture; thishe
does so gently that, as she remembers
all she has heard, and his cousin’s as-
surance that he has almost pledged
himself to another, her tears flow
afresh. By a supreme effort, however,
she corntrols herself, and says, In &
faint voice— |

“T am very foolish; it was the heat, I
suppose, or the nervousness of acting
before so many strangers, that has ;151
set me. It is over now. I begyou
pot remember it, Sir Adrian, or speak
of it to any one.”

All this time she has not allowed her-
self to glance even in his tion,
so fe is she of further betraying
the mental agony she is enduring.

“Is it likely I should speak of it!” re-
turns Sir Adrian reproachfully. “No;
anything connected with you shall bs
sacred to me. But—pardon me—I still
tkink you zre in grief, and, believe ms,
in spite of eve.—vr.ﬁn_ i

I would deem it
a privilege to be allowed to befriend
you in any way.” )

«It is impossible,” murmurs Flor-
ence, in a stifled tone.

“Youn mean you will net aocept my
help”—sadly. *So be it then. I have
nc rieht. I know. to establish myself as
your cOaiuplolli. 4Anore @rv uvoacrs, uw
doubt, whose happiness Hes in t.hesjfgct
that they may render you a service
when it is in their power. I do not
eomplain, however. Nay, I would even
ask you to look upor me at least as 2
m?dgaﬂ al gard

“I shall always re ou 28 3
frienc,” l?'loria::lce]r nds gn a low
voice. “It would be impossible to me
{0 look upon you in any other light.”

*Thank vou for that,” says
quickly. ““Though our lives must of
necessity be much apart, it will still be
a comfort to me to know t%at leas
wherever you may be, you think o
me as 2 friend.”

“Ah.” thinks Florence. with a bifter

Ea.ng, “he 1S NOW rying 10 leT e KNow
ow absurd was my former ides that
he might perhaps learn to love me!”
This thought is almost insupportable.
Her pride rising in arms, she subdues
all remaining fruzces of her late emo-
tion, and, turning suddenly. confrcnts
him. Her face is quite colorless, but
she can not altogether hide from him
the sadness that still desolates her
eyes.

“You are right,” she acrees. “In the
future our lives will indeed be far dis-
tant from each other, so far apart that
the very tie of friendship will readily
be forgotten by us both.”

“Florence, do not say that!” he en-
treats, believing in his turn that she
alludes to her coming marriage with
his cousin. “And—and—do not be an-

with me; but I would ask you to
consider long and earnestly before tak-
ing the step you have in view. Re-
member it is a bond that once sealed
can never be canceled.”

“A bond! I donot follow you,” ex-
claims Florence bewildered.

'Ah, you will not trust me; you will
not confide in me!”

“I have nothing to confide,” persists
Florence, still deeply puzz!ed.

“Well, let it rest so,” returns Adrian,
now greatly wounded at her detfer-
mined reserve, as he deems it. He calls
to mind all Mrs. Talbot had said about
her slyness, and feels disheartened. At
least he has not deserved distrustas
her hands. “Promise me,” he enireats
at last, “that, if ever you are in danger,
you will aceept my help.”

“I promise.” she replies faintly. Then
trying to rally her drooping spirits, she
continuss, with an attempt at asmile,
*Tell me that vou will accept mine
should you be in any danger. Remem-
ber, the mouse once rescued the lion!”
—and she smiles again. and zlr .ces at
him with a touch of ker old archness.
“It is 3 barezin, And now, will you
rest here awhile until you feel quite re-
#tored to calmness?
“But you must net remain with me.”
Florence urges hurriedly. “You: guests
are awaiting you. Probably —with a
faint smile—“your partner for this
waltz is impatiently wondering what
has become of vou.” '
“I think not,” says Adrian, returning
her smile. “Fortunately I have no
one’s nzme on my card for this waltz.
I say fortunately, because I think—
glaneing at her tenderly—"I have been
able to bring back the smiles to your
face sooner than would have been the
case had you been left here alone to
brood ever your trouble, whatever it
may be.”
“There is no trouble,” declares Flor-
ence, in a somewhat distressed fashion,
turning her head restlessly to one side.
“I wish you would dispossess yourself
of that idea. And. do not stop here,
they—every one, will accuse you of dis-
courtgiy il you absent voursclf from
the ball-room any longer.”
“Then, come with me,” says Adrian.
“See, this waltz is only just beginning:
give it tome.”
Carried away by his manner, she Jays
her hand upon his arm, and goes with
him to the ball-room. There he passes
};us gﬁm around ]:llter waist, 1?nd present-
y they are lost among the throng of
whirling dancers, and both give %%am-
selves up for the time being to the
mers delight of knowing that they are
together.
Two people, seem% them enter thus
together, on apparently friendly terms,
regard them with hostile glances. Dora
bot, ‘who i3 coquetting sweetly with
a gaunt man of middle age, who is evi-
dently overpowered by her attentions,
letling ber eyes rest upon Florence a3
she waltzes past her with Sir Adrian,
colors warmly, and, l:;i‘;{na%L ker lip, for-
gts the honeyed speech she was about
te bestow npon her eompanion, who is
the owner of a considerable ;o]l;;erty,
and lapses into silence, for which the
gaunt man is devoutly grateful, as it
gives him a moment in which to reflect
on the safest means of getting rid of
her without delay.
Dora’s fair brow grows darker and
darker as she watches Florence, and
notes the smile thaf lights on her beau-
tiful face as she makes some ansver to
one of Sir Adrian’s sallies. Where is
Dyneeourt, that he has not been'on the
?ot to ent this dance, she won-
ers. 8 gIows anéry. and would
have stamped ker lifile foot with im-
ent wrathk at this moment, but for
e fear of displaying her vexation.
As she i3 imwardly anathematizing
Arthur, he emerges from the throng,
and, the dance being 2t an end, re”
gda Miss Delmaine that the past 1S

Pldorenoo unwillingly wmovea lger
from Sir Adrian’s arm, an
t upon Arthur’s. AMost dlsd:in.['!ﬂ‘{;
she moves away with him, and suffers
him to lead ker to another part of the
room. And when she dances withhim,
it is with evident reluctance, as he
knows by the fact that she visibly
shrinks from him when he encircles her
waist with his arm.
thBir Adrian, who has noti%dpnone g

ese symptoms, going up ora,
Yicits her Band for this dance.
“You are not engaged, I hope?” he
says anxiously. It is a kind of wretch-
ed comfort to him to be near Florence’s
true friend. If not the rose, she has
at least some connection with it.
“I am safraid I am,” Dora responds,
raising her limpid eyes to bis. “Naugh-

man, why did you not come sooner?

thought you had forgotten me alto-
gether, and so got tired of keeping bar-
ren spots upon my eard for you.”

=] couldn’t help it—I was engaged. A
man in his own house has always a bad
#ime of it looking after the impossible
people,” says Adrian evasively. ;

“Poor Florence! Isshe so very im-
possible?” asks Dora, laughing, but
pretending to reproach him.
“T was not speaking of Miss Del-
maipe,” says Adrian, flushing hotly.
“She is the least imFossible person I
ever met. It ig a privilege to pass one’s
time with her.”
“Yet it is with her you have passed
the last hour that you hint has been
devoted to bores,” returns Dora quietly.
This is a mere feeler, but she throws 1t
out with such an afr of certainty that
Sir Adrian is completely deceived, and
believes her acquainted with his fete-a
tete with Florence in the dimly lit ante-

room.-

“Well,” he admits, coloring again,
“your cousin was rather upset by her
acting, I think, and I just stayed with
her until she felt equal to joining us

sl again.

=ANr exclaims Dora, who now knows
21l she had wanted to know.

*But you must not tell me you have
no dances left for me,” says Adrian

“I am an unfortunate,” he adds.

“I think,” says Dora, with the pret-
tiest hesitation, “if you are sure it
would not be an unkind thing to do, I
eounld scratch out this name”—pointing
to her partner’s for the coming dance.

“I am not sure at all,” responds Sir
Adrian, laughing. “I am positive i§
will Be awfully unkind of youto de-
prive any fellow of your society; but be

e-,
He speaks lightly, but her heart beats
high with hope.
or your sake,” she repeats softly
drawing her pencil across the name
wTitten on her programme and substi-
tuting his.
*But you will give me more than this
one dance?” queries Adrian. “Is there
nobody else you can condemn to mis-

ery out of all that list?”
“You are insatiable,” she returns,
blushing and growiug confused. “But

vou shall have it all your own way.
Here”—giving him her card—"take
what waltzes you will.” She waltzes to
perfection. and she knows it. -~

“Then this, and this, and this,” s3
_Adrian. striking out three names
3

g.yly. “Come, let me see your card,” :
o looks at it. and finds it indeed full. :

unkind, and scratch him out formy

T

her card, after which they move away
together and mingle with the other
dancers.

In the meantime, Florence growing
fatigued, or disinclined to dance lon-
ger with Dynecourt, stops abrupt
near the door of a conservatory, aud,
learing against the framework, gazes
with listless interast at the busy scene
around.

“You are tired. Will you rest for
awhile?” asks Arthur politely; and, as
she bends her head in cold consent, he
leads her to a cushioned seat that is
placed almost opposite to the door-way
and from which the ball-room an
what is passing within it are distinetly
visible.

Sinking down amongst the “Tne-satin
cushions of the seat he has pouiic ! out
to her, Florence sighs softly, and ivis
her thoughts run, halt sadly, half glad-
I5. upon her late interview with Si
Adrian. At least, if he has guessed
her secret, she knows now that he does
not despise her. There is no trace of
contempt in the gentleness, the tender-
ness of his manner. And how Kindly
he has told her of the intended change
in his life! “Their paths would lie far
asunder for the future.” he had said,
orsomething tantamount to that. He
spoke no doubt of his coming marriage.

Then she begins to speculate dreami-
1y upon the sort of woman who would
be happy enough to be his wife. She is
still 1dly ruminating on this point
when her companion's veice brings her
back to the present. She had so far
forgotten his existence in her day-
dreaming that his words come to her
like a whisper from some other world,
and occasion her an actus! shock.

“Your thoughtfulness renders me
sad,” he is saying impressively. “It
carries you to regions where I can not
follow vou.”

To this she makes no reply, regard-
ing him only with a calm questioning
glance that might well have daunted a
better man. It only nerves him how-
ever to even bolder words.

“The journey your thoughts have
taken—has it been a pleasant one?” he
asks, smiling.

“I have come here for rest. not for
conversation.” There is undisguised
dislike in her tones. Still he is um-
touched by her scorn. He even grows
more deflant, as though determized to
let her see that even her avowed hatred
can not subdue him.

“If you only knew,” he goes on, with
slow meaning, rc%arding her as he
speaks with critical admiratior, “how
surpassingly beautiful you look to-
night. you would perhaps understand
in a degree the power yYou possess over
your fellow-credatures. In thatattitude,
with that slight touch of scorn upon
your lips. vou seem a meef partner for
a o . .

She Jaushs a low  contemptuous
laugh. that even makes his blood run
hotly in his veins.

“And vet you have the boldness to
offer vourself as an- aspirant to my
favor?” she says. “In truth, sir, you
value yourself highly!”

“Love will find the way!” he quotes
quickly, though plainly disconcerted by
her merriment. “And in time I trust I
shall have my reward.”

“In time, I trust you will,” she re-
turns, in a tone impossible to miscon-
strue.

At this point he deems it wise to
change the subicet; and, as he halts
rather lamely in his conversation, at a
loss to find somse topic that may in-
terest her or advance Em cause, Sir Ad-
rian and Dora pass by the door of the
conservatory.

_Sir Adrian i8 smiling gayly at some
little speech of Dora's. and Dora is
looking up at him with a bright expres-
sion in her blue ervesthat tells of the
happiness she feels.

. “Ah, 1 can not belp thinking Adrian
is doing very wisely.” observes Arthur
Dynecourt. scme evil genius at his el-
bow urging him to lie.

“Doing—what?” asks his ecompanion,
roused suddenly into full life and in-
terest.

“You pretend ignorance, no doubt"—

smiling. “Butone can see. Adrian=
marriage with Mrs. Talbot has- el
talked about for some time <MONgst
his intimates.” A

A clasp: like ice seep—10 S€1Zeé UDOL
Miss Deimaine's heatt 25 these words
drop from _.15? aps.  She restrains her
emotion bir=<cly, but his lynx-eye reads

her throsash and through.
sy seem to be more together to-

=eght than is even nusual with them,”
es on Arthur blandly. “Before you

onored the room with your presence,
he had danced twice with her, and now
again. Itis very marked, his attention
to-night.”

As a matter of fact Adrian bad not
danced with Mys. Talbot all the eyen-
{ng until now, but Florence, not hav-
ing been present at the opening of the
ball, is not in & position to refute this,
as he well knows. )

“If there is anything in her friend-
ship with Sir Adrian, I feel sure Dora
would have told me of it)” she says
slowly, and with difficuity.

“And she hasn’t?” asks Arthur with
so much surprise and incredulity in his
manner as goes far to convince her
that there is some truth in his state-
ment. “Well, well.” he adds, “one can
1ot blame ker.  She would doubtless be
sure of Liy effection before speaking
even to her dearest friend.”

Florence winces. and sinks back up-
on the seat as though unable to sus-
tain an upright position any_longer.
Every word of his is as gall and worm-
wood to L:er, each sentence a reminder
—a repreach.  Only the other day this
man now beside her had accused her
of makine sure of Sir Adrian’s affec-
tion before =he had any right so to do.
Her proud =pirit shrinks beneath the
crnel tannt lie hurls af ber.

“You look unusually ‘done up,” ne
goes oni, in a tone of assumed commis-
seration. “This evening has been too
much for you. Actinga part at any-
}rime is extremely trying and Ilabor-

ous.”

She shrinks still further from him.
Acting a part! Is not all her life be-
coming one dreary drama, in whichshe
acts a part from morning until night?
Is there to be no rest for her? Oh, to
escape from this man at any price! She
rises to her feet.

“Our dance is almost atan end,” she
says; “and the heat is terrible. I can
remain here no lenger.”

“You are ill.” going to her side. He
would have supported her, but by a
gesture she repels him.

“If L am, it is you who have made me
§0.” she retorts, with quick passion, for
which she despises herself an instant
¢ later.
| “Nay. not L.” Iie rejoins, “but what
! my words have nnconsciously conveyed
{tovou. Do not binmeme. I thought
! yon, as well as every one else here,
t knew of Adrian’s sentiments with re-
| gard to Mrs. Talbot.” )
|~ This is too much for her. Drawing
! herself up to her Tull height, Florence
! casts n giance of anger and defiance in
! his direction. and, sweeping past him
" in her most imperious fashion, appears
no more that uight.

! It is an early party. all things con-
- sidered. and Dora Talbot, going to her
room about two o'clock. stops before
! Fiorence's door amd knocks softly

thereon.

“Core in.” calls Florence gently.

! “I have just stopped for a moment to
express the hope that you are not ill,
dearest.” says smoothi-tongued Dora,
advaneing towerds lier. “How early
vou lefs us! 1 shouldn’t have known
how exrly only Mr. Dynee -
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evenlng with you. Your acllng was
simply superb.”

hank you,” says Florence, who is
not im bed, but is sitting in a chair
drawn near a window, through which
the moonbeams are flinging their pale
rays. She is clad 1n a clinging white
dressing-gown that makes her beau
saintlike, and has all her long hair fall-
ing loosely round her shoulders.

What 2 charming evening it has
been!” exclaims Dora ecsiatically,
clasping her hands, and leaning her
arms on the back of a chair. “I hardly
know when I felt so thoroughly happy.”
Florence shudders visibly. “You en-
joyed yourself, of course? continues

ra. “Every ene raved about you.
You made at least a dozen conquests;
one or haif a ona—" with a careful hes-
itation in her manner infended to im-
i.r-. =« Lisr listener—"is as miich as poor
ittle iusizuifizant s can exnect”

Florence luoks at her guestioningly.

“T think ene re«liv I'n:est lover is
worth a dozen others,” sne ways, hér
voice trembiing.  “Do yoil miewn me to
understznd. Dora. that  you have
gained one toniginty”

Florencs's whole soui seemed to hang
on her evusin’s answer. Dorasimpers,
and tries to blush, bint in reality grows
a shade paler. She is playing fora
high stake, and fears to risk a throw
lest it may be ventured too soom.

“Oh, you must not ask too much!”
she replies, shaking her blonde head.
“A lover—no! Iow can you be s0 ab-
gurd! And yet I think—I hope—" )

“I see!” interrupts Florence sadlg.
“Well, I will be as discreet as you wish;
but at least, if what I imagine be true,
I can congratulate you with all my
heart, because I know—I know you
will be happy.”

Going over to Mrs. Talbot, she lays
her arms round her neck and kisses her
softly. As she docs se, a tear falls
from her eyes upon Dora’s echeek.
Thera is so much sweetness and aban-
donment of seif in this action that Do-
ra for the moment iz toucked byit.
She puts up ker hand; and, wiping
away the tear from her clieek. as
though it burns her, says lightly—

“Bot indeed. my dearest Flo, you
must not imazine anything. Al is
vague. I hardly know what it i3 to
which I am alluding. “Trifles light as
air’ float through my brain, and glad-
den me in spife of my common sense,
which whispers that they mean' noth-
ing. Do mot build castles for me that
may have their existence only en Es-

agne.”

'hey sesm very bright castles,” ob-
gerves Florence vgstfuﬁ' :

“A bad omen. ‘All that’s bright
must fade,’ sings the poet. And now
to speak of yourself. You enjoyed
yourself?” )

“Of course”—mechanically.

“Ah, yes; I was glad to see you had
made it up with poor Arthur Dyne-
court!”

“How?" demands Florence, turning
upon her quickly. .

“I saw you dancing with him, dear-
est: I was with Sir Adrian at the time,
and from something he said, I thinkhe
would be rather pleased i you could
bring yourself to reward poor Arthur’s
Iong devotion.”

“Sir Adrian said that? He discussed
me with you?™

“Just in passing, you understand.
He told me too that you were some-
what unhappy in the earlier part of the
evening. and that he had to stay a con-
siderable time with you to raﬁ‘mﬁou
to calmness. He is always so d,
dear Adrian!”

" ARP ON MATRIHONY.

HE THINES THE PEOPLE MUST
BE PROSPERING.

The Foundatlon of 'this Belleris the Nuin-
ber of Marriages Among the Young
Felks--%eme Recollections.

Atlanta Coustitatlon.

Our peopis must be presperivg, for
the young folks are mating and 10arry-
ing all around us. Tt seems to an
epidemic or o contagion or somethiag,
and the town talk is, “whko mext.”'—
Some of the postssing sadlxr about mar-
rizge, but most everybody takes a
lively interest in. the pertormaacs,
aud it looks le=s like a funersl tham
auything I know of. Only 2few days
ago ove of the churches was dressed in
bridai robes, and hail the town gath-
ered ihere t5 2es and 10 hear ard give
zo0d wishes, aad everybody felt so
good, that they kizsed all-round, and
ther bave been talking about the

hzndseme couple and their bright
prospects ever since. Amd thers waz
another one yesterday at amother
ckurch, and the young people put in
vyeiu to lend = helping - kard. My
yeuag folks stayed at the churca all
dey, with a whote flock of chattering
birds, szd they =aid they wanted a
frame for & wedding bell to heng in
the centre of thearch, and so I had te
hunt up an cid bird cage and take out
the bettom and squash in the scp and
make it bell shape, 2nd then I got an
old wash pzm and cut oud the bottom
and turped it upside down and fasten—
od it recurely and made a first class
bell frame. The girls covered it with
evergreens angd rosesand used 2 large
callalily fora clapper, 23d 50 it wasa
success and I centributed miy mite to}
the elysian show. Thers was ncbody
cryingthat I observed, and all went
merry 2s a marriage bell.

I like the Episcopal marriags cere-
mcay better than any, execept for one
thnig that sometimes don’t fit the poor
fellow when he has to say *‘Witk all
my worldly goods f thee endow,” and
perhaps he hasn’t got anything but a
dog sad a pecket knife. It reminds
me ofthe fellow whe wanted to quit
his wfe and consulted a lawyer as to
the dvision ef the aszets. “‘Sguire,”
«aid he, “sposin’ 2 feller what had
nothin’ married a gal what had nothin’
and they agres to quit ene another, is
his tiings hizem and hern hern—or
how®’

I married a couple ence. It was
thirty-five years age, whenI wasa
judgy of the inferior court and lived
out i1 the flat woods among the poor
folks They sent fcr me one night,
end [ walked about a mile to a little
log shanty that had but one room ard
twoleds and a mud arnd stick chimney
anda great, broad fire place. The
old veman was baking biscuit and
gingerbread om the hearth, and frying
chickwn and reasting 'taters and mszk-
ing eoYee. She had a pipe in her
mouthand her daughter had a sauff

SUC_,’;'_;‘..,hAI_-:—-“ z :
ven of LAe neighborssianaizng aicting

“He spoke of that?” demands Flor-
ence, in a tone of anguish. If he had”
made her emotion a subject of co
talk with Mrs. Talbot,
an end between them, even
visionary offer of fri 1A notsubs F

made to ber. No; s :
. ab<dt by him, and the
mit to be talked On; the bitter pang

woman he lo
i say these words to her-
it costs he he now loves Dora seems to

i%lrf_l d begand dispute. Is shenot
3 confidanfe, the one in whom he
¢hooses to repose all his secret thoughts
and surmises? .

Dora regards her eousin keenly.
Florence's evident agitation makes her
fear that there was more in that tete-g
tete with Sir Adrian than she had at
first imagined.

“Yes; why should he not speak of
it? Dora goes on coldly. “Ithink b
his manner your want of self-contro.
shocked him. You should have a-
greater command_ever yourself. It is
not good form to betray one's feelings
to every chance passer-by. Yes; I
think Sir Adrian was both surprised
and astonished.” .
“There was nothing to cause him
either surprise or astonishment,” says
Florence haughtily; "and I could well
have wished him out of the way!”
“Perhaps I misunderstood him,” re-
joins Dora artfully. *But eertainly re
spoke to me of bcmﬁjunpleas;mtly de-
layed by—by impossible people—those
were his very words; and really alto-
gether—I may be wrong—I believe he
alluded to voin_ Of course. I would not
follo¥w Thé matter up, DECAU3a, MUCH as-

I like Sir Adrian, I could not listen to
him speaking so lightly of you!”

“Of me—you forget yourself, Dora!®
cries Florenes, with pale lips, but head
erect. “Ppeaking lightly of me!” she
repeats.

“Young men are often careless in
their language,” explains Dora hur-
riedly, feeling she had gone too far.
“He meant nothing unkind, you may
be sure!”

*T am quite sure®—frmly.

“Then me harm is done”—smiling
brightly. “And now, good-night, dear-
est; go to bed instead of sitting there
looking like a ghost in those mystical
moonbeams.” 3

“Good-night,” says Florence icily..

There is something about her that
causes . Talbot to feel almost
nﬁ-eglc} to approach and kiss her as
ot .

.

“Wart of rest will spoil your lovely
eyes,” adds the widow airily; “and your
complexion, faultless as it always is,
will not be up to the mark to-morrow.
So sleep, foolish chiid, and gather roses
from your slumbers.”

So saying, she kisses her hand gayly
to the unresponsive Florence, and trips-
lightly from the room.

[Continued.]

How Gold Rings Are Made.

Gold rings are made from bars nine
to fifteen inches long, two inches wide
and three-sixteenths of an inch thick,
is worth $1,000, and will make 300
four pennyweight rings. A dozen
processes and twenty minutes’ time are
required to convert this bar into mer-
chantable rings. First a pair of shears
cuts the bar into strips; then by tne
turn of a wheel a guillotine-like blade
attached to the machine cuts the bar
into slices, one, two, or three-sixteenths
of an inch wide. A rolling machine
next presses out the slices and makes
them either flat or grooved. Each strip
is then put under 2 blow pipe and an-
nealed. The oxide of copper comes to
the surface, and is put into a pickle of
gulphuric acid, after which the ring is
stamped *14k,” “16k,” "or “18k,” ac-
cording to quality. Next it is put
through a machine which bends it into
the shape of a ring of the size desired.
The ends are then soldered with an

alloy of inferior fineness to the quality
ing. Many people think that

B ded because they can’t
r are soldered. g
the turning lathe, s
and polished, first with

e door, and when I said howdy, I
asked if the parties wereready: They
pointed to the girl and s2id she was,
but Jim hadr’t come. In a few minutes
Jin: put in his appearance. He was a
rsugg country boy and chewed his
tebacco hard and fast. He was ‘‘skeer-
ed,” the boys said, and so was 1. The
outsiders cawein and Isoon had Jim
and Sally before me. I had got my
lesson pretty well and was procecding
along to the close, when suddealy I
remembered that the lan required me
to see the license bsfore gerforming
theceremony. 1 paused and said:
“Jim, I forgot. I must sse the license
before I preceed.” Jim looked bewil-
dered and alarmed. Sally put the
stick im her mouth. After a few mo-
ments of silent embarrassment one of
the boys came forward and handed
the cdecument and said: “Ireckon
that’s hit. I forzot to give it to Jim.”
So I had to begin at the beginning and
do it all over again. Whez I pro-
nounced them man and wife the old
woman smiled and said: ‘“Jim, salute
thr oride—that’s the way I was mar-
ried.” Jim gave her a smack that
sounded like pulling a stopper ous of
» jug and the boys all followed suif,
and they looked at ms in such a way
that I toek a delicate taste of what
they kad left on ker juicy lips. I think
she enjoved it, for I was pretty good-
looking then. .

The old womzx invited me to siay
to supper, but I excused myself and de-
parted these cossts repeating those
beautiful lines ¢f Tom Mocre about
marriage:

“ind oh, thers be an elysium on earth

It s this—it i3 this!

A poet cannot disguise his heart,and
it is & comfort fer woman to know that
the greatest and purest and best of
thers have paid homage and tribute to
the marriage relatien. DBut the man
and the women must be mated as well
as married. Itisthe mismating that
briugs zo much discredit upon theis-
stitution ' and keeps the young men
from prospering. They are afraid to
vepture —more afraid than the women.
I have known many a girl to keep her
Jover in tew, but ata respectful dis-
tance, hoping for a better catch. After
awhile she accepts him asa last resort.
Colonel Stansell told me to-day of a
young married woman who some years
ggo who came te him to procurs 2
divorce. As she was very reticent
about stating her grounds for asking
to be separated, he encouraged her by
reading over the various taings that
the law expressed, bus she said no to
all of them. When he pressed her
for a rezs=on, she blushed and ssid she
bad married kim for fifty, but had
found out he waas seventy-four. The
poor thing had been tempted by bis
property to throw herself away, but
he tightened bis grip, and she was
peither an old man’s darling nor a
young man’s slave. How sadly roman-
tic was 8am Hcuston’s marriagé. He
was & great msn, a grand man; the
governor of Tennessee, the friead of
Andrew Jackson, He married a beau-
tifuland lovely woman, and thay had
asparently _every reason in the worid
to be happy, but shorily after their
union he ebserved that she was »not
happy, a=d on pressing her gently for
the camse, she told him fraukly ikat
she had married him through piqus—
that she had another lover whom sle
had discarded without jusi cause, ard
ker heart was breaking. Houston
never upbraided her, but in afew days
kissed her an affectisnate farewell,
and lett her forever. He wrote Lir
from tae Cherokee nation to sue for a
divorce, as he had abandored her. She
did so, and was married te her Jover
theday thedivorce was granted. Hous-
ton married Miss Lze, of Alabsmz. af-
terwards, with whom he lived most
Rappily, and they were blessed with a
flock of good children.

en with tripoli and
g Republic.

But tieing and ucticing are very

—ak, 3

different thingzs. The one is glad and
the other is sad—very sad. Thereis
no gloom upon earth as dark as that
wkich Baugs over broken vows. Ib

rings a cankering, corrodingz sorrow
that oreys upon the heart and ends
only with death. Our people have
long beer blest with comparative free-
dom from the flood of divorces that
overrun the North. Illinois has only
twice our popuization, but twelve times
our number of divoreces, and it is near-
ly as bad in all the Northern States.
They tie and they untie at their pleas-
ure, but still they are unhappy because
the negro 'an’t vote. 3fay the good
Leord deliver us from their miserable
condition. BILL ArP,

A BOLD GRAB FOR DIAMONDS

Five Thomszud Dollars’ Worth Stolen at
One Tinte.

One of the boldest robberies that ever
occurred in Texas took place Mon-
day night, at 9:30 o'cleck, at 608 Muic
street, in the very heart of the city of
Dallas,

Domnar & Bamuels are jewelers, and
keep a magnificent display of costly goo:ls
behind the plate glass of their large
show window, Within arnd without are
electric lights, and the meighborhood is
kept almoat as light as day.

While 2r. Domper was waiting o3
customer, e heard a terrific crash of the
window, and turning his eyes barely ic
time to sce a tray of valusble diamoud
Ticzs disappear, he ran outia aninstant,
but the thief had dizappeared up the
stairway at the side of his store, The
breek was made with 2 reck weighivg
twenty pounds, wrapped in paper. Tbe
tray centaized foriy-two fine diamond
ricge, valued at about $5,000.

The mac who was a slender whi:e
mao, abemt 5 feet § inches high, with-
oui whiskers, and wore 2 black suit and
light colored bat.

After he rao up the atzirsin froni he
was 2een to descend to the street in the
rear and go out througa the zlley. The
sheriff 2ad other officers followed with
trained blood hounds amd are now en
his trail.

FOR LOVE OF HAWES.

Bessic Exrizlir, of Birmingham, Attempts
to End EHer Life.

Later developments in the case of
Bessie Inwright, the young womaa who
tried to end her life Wednesday night,

in a house on Third Avenue snd Twen-
tieth street, by taking a dose of mor.
phice, develops the fact that she did so
through love of Dick Hawes.

Bessie, it appears, is the woman who
became so completely infatuated with
Hawes duirng his comfinement in the
county jail, and who was in the habit of
visiting bim daily, mueh to the annoy-
ance of the jailer, who was often called
upon to admit ber to him twe or three
times a day. The woman's frequent
visits to tbe juil attracted ne little attec-
tios, but at the time very little was
said about them,

When the Supreme Court decided that
Hawes must hang and the death watch

thet her visits Bessie was 1‘:01%
must cease. This infermation wpsparss

Srared

avail, after repeated fruitless visits to
the jail, she finally absndoned all hope
of sceing Hawes end took to sending
him affectionate motes and haandsome
bougquets.

ks the time fer Hawes’ executien
drew near she grew morose and low
spirited, kept her room a good deal of
of the time and waa disinclined to talk to
any ooe.

After the execution ber griel was un-
bouaded, but no fears were entertained
that she would attempt to take her life,
until she was discovered in her room
suffering from a dose of morphine, and
by prompt medical 2id wag brought
back from the verge of the grave.—DBir-
mingham Age-Herald.

A Brave Girl's Act.

There is one brave girl in Charlotte.
She is Mies Lula Smith, the pretty little
fourteen-year-old daughter of Sheriff Z.
S, Smith. At 5 o'clock Monday after-
poon Miss Lula was playing near the jail
with some other children, whem she
happened to gee a prisencr slide out of
the jail through a newly made hole io
the wall. The little Miss knew that
would never do. so ske ran quickly to
the aide of the jail 2nd picked up & big
stone. She begaz to pound a secomd
klpky head, poked mearly through the
hole, zad in the act of escaping. Only
a few licks were necessary to drive the
prisoner back. Standing by the hole on
the inside of the jail were a dozer prison-
ars ready to crawl through the hole az2d
escape, but the little woman stood guard
at the outside, dared them to poke out
their heads. She gave the alarm, and
seon her father wason the scene and
the prisozers all locked up in their celle.
By somez means or other the prisoners
bad cut a bole through the thick briek
wall, and bad it not been for Miss
Lula s wholesale delivery would have
resulted, The prisoner that succeeded
in getting away was a mpegro boy, in
for a trifling offense. .

The Grady »Monument.

It has aiready been stated that the
plan of Mr. Alexander Doyle, a New
York architect, has been adopted for
tte monument of Mr. Henry W.
Grady in Atlanta, The Conatitution says
Mr. Doyle's cooception of the monu-
ment is a very beautiful .one. It con-
sists of a square of gracite surrounded
by s low balustrade, from the centre
of which rises an exquisitely preportion-
ed pedestal, and on this eleration stands
a bronzs figure of Mr. Grady im one of
his most ratural attitudes. On one side
of the pedestal is a brenze figure of
History, inscribing on ber tableta the
deeds of the brilliaat editer, on the op-
posite side is a figure of the South,
weepiog  Dbitterly because of the loss
of a favorite son; the ether two sides
of the pedestal bear only a palm leaf
and a wreath of immorteiles, also
‘wrought in brooze, Mr. Doyle has had
‘more experience as & monumental artist
than almost any man of his years in
Americs. The Saratoga monumont,
which is considered one of the finest
works of art in the country, is the pro-
duct of bis genius. Thbe Jasper monu-
ment in Savappah and the Bea Hill
monumentin Atlanta were also designed
by him. Mr. Doyie was a stropg sd-
mirer and a warm persopal friend of
Mr. Grady’s, and bis present work will
receive his closest attention.

Expelied From the Southern Society.

NeEw Yorx, March 13.—Major Han-
cock Ciark, the man whe shes Milton
Randolph as = result of a quarrel at the
Southera Socicty, & short time ago, was
cxpelled last nighi frem the gociety,:
after en investigation of the charges
egainst him. Randolph, on the other
Band, wss scquitted and exonerated.

-

to overcome her znd she DUTST Smmmbr. .
se3 Feotton-seed Were LLerets
tears, but finding her oeportuaities ofn0 | ¢50h furrow,600 bushels beiag appieds

THE CORN CHzMPION.

SOME FACTS ABOUT CAPTAIN
DRAXE'S TRIUMPE.

How 'Two Hundred and Fiiiy-three Ba.h-
els of Corn were Grewn on. Une Acre—
The Largest Crop Ever Knewn.

American Agriculturist.

The acre entered by Z. J. Drake
was a sandy soil in Marlborough
County,South Carolina. The original
growth was oak, bickory, and long-
leaf pine. Three years ago, before
the land was irproved, eight dollars
voracre wasz [fair valuation, while
thirty years =2go, the plantation of
which this acreis an average speci-
men Wwas called by its owner ‘‘Starva-
tion’s Empire.” It had a gentle slope,
with northern expozure, and Wwas
naturally well drained. The acre was
a fair specimen of much of the poor
land iu the South, and its improve-
ment asd productiveness affords sn
instructive lesson. As late as 1885,
when it was in cers, it made a poor
crop—practically nothing. In 1886,
the acr¢ yielded about 300 pounds of
seed cotton, (we dollars’ worth of
smmoniated fertilizer being used in
the way commsn to ordipary cotton
culture The fertility was zo reduced
that, in 1887, the yield of corn was
not over five bushels per acre. But
pnow Hr. Drake undertook to improve
it. 'I'ojrovide the vegetable matter
or humus 30 much needed, the land
was literlly covered witk rakings of
lezves, straw, etc., frem the neighbor-
ing woods. Ontop of this, 25 horse-
loxds of stable manure were evexzly
spread broadecast; also. 75 bushelz of
cotton seed, 500 peunds of Wilcox,
Gibbes & Co's manipulated guano,
250 pounds of cotton seed meai, and
250 pounds of kaimit This heavy

Starke’s Dixie turniag.plow. It was
laid offin rows with the same plow,
tweo furrows to the row,four feet apart;
100 pounds of gnano were applied in
the furrows, and then each pair of fur-
rows were throw into a ridge with the
same plow. The Peterkin c¢itton was
planted with a Leyteh cotton-planter,
and made the great crop of 917 pcunds
of lint cottor on the acre, showing
conclusively thoresult of the improve-
ment.

Mr. Drake decided that this acre
was the one for bim to enter in the
eorn contest, and ke detsrmined to
make the bigzest crop on record, sea-
son permitting. The last of February,
therefore, he hauled upon the contest

els to the load, er 1,000 bushels of ma-
nure in all,worth £50, to which should
be added four dollars fer hauling and |
spreading. This was the droppings
of horses and mules, fed oxn cora and
fodder, and was not moved until haul-
ed to theacre. At thesame time 500
pounds of manipuiated guano, cotton-
seed meal, and kainit were 2lso broad:
casted, and the whole was then plow-
v e D]ow, whole

to the acte. A zubsoil plow came af-
ter, breaking the il to a total depth
of 12 inches, and also burying the
whole coiton-zeed desper than the
other manure. Thus, the decaying
seed should back up tue crop later in
the season when its roots had penetra-
ted below the first layer of manure.
One horse and aman did the plowiag,
also the subsoilisg; both jobs being
completed in ore day.(2arch 1), at a
total expense of two dollars. The acre
was harrowed on the same day, with
a Thomassmoothing harrow, one man
and two horses doing ths work: in
sbout one hosr. The next day,
March 2, the acre wwas lzid off, with
the Starke plow, in each row. The
rows were alternately three and six
feet apart—that is, there, were sixfaet |
betwean two rows, them"-thres feef,
thea six feet,and =0 on.

The seed planted was ona hushel ef
the common Gourd variety of the
Southera white dent corn, butit was
a Btrain that had been improved by
twenty yesrs of careful selection from
the best of the cora grown on this
plantation. Tee planting was _done
by four bands in half a day, on 3larch
2, the weather bsing warm sad the
land moist. Five or six kernels were
dropped to each foot cfthe row. The
latter were five inches deep, but tke
seed was only covered lightly an inch
deep, by raking inthe sides of the far-
row. Rain the next day washed in
more soil, and covered the seed rather
deeply. There were good rains March
10 and 15, the plants began to show on
the 16th, and by the 25th there was a
telerably goed stand. On April 8 the
crop was heed for the firss time, thin-
ned to one stalk every five or six
inches, atd the few missing places re-
planted. On the 20th, thef,wide spa-
ces (six feet) between theZaliernate
rows were plowed out with the sub-
soil plow. Then 2 mixture, compos-
ed of 200 pounds each of manipulated
cuano, kainit, cctton-seed meal, acid
phosphate, and acimal bone, was
evenly applied by sowing in_ezch fur-
row (thus confining this application of
plant food to the wide spacss), aftor
which the whole scrs was goue over
with 2 Thomas harrow. There was
2 rain on the 24th, and two days later
the crop was again harrowed with the
Thomas harrow. Now, on May 15,
the marrow or three fool rows were
lewed out with tie sub-soiler, snd
300 pounds of nitrate of soia was soW-
ed in these rows, and worked in with
a hand harroew er =ultivator. On the
25th, the Thomas harrcw was run
through the wide rows, o break ibe
crust. It willde seen that by this
time the soil was not only weli fili-d
with plant-food, but had been tb .-
oughly cultivated on the surface, and
also well worked urderneath by the
sub-seil plow, so that the whole soil
was not only full of fertility, tut was
in that lizht and cpea condition :hat
best fucilitates root growth. To
stimulate furthér roct developmeat,
especially in the wide spaces between
the alterpate rows, where there wasz
more roem for this purpose, taree fur-
rows were run, side by side, in the
middie of the wide rows, with the
sub-seil plow, and 200 pounds of ma-
nipulated guauwo was applied in these
furrows, the rows, thea keing worked
by & Thomas harrowy. The mext day
there was abeut an inch ef rain, about
six inches of rain fell four days later,
and onJune 2 the land was slightly
stirred witha hoe. A littie earth was
hozd into the corn making the land
about level. There was more rain
June 4 and 5, and, ex the 8th three
farrows were agzin turned in the mid-
.dle of the wide rows, this time with a
96-inch Campbell sweep. Now, 500
pounds of a mixture composed of

dressing was all plowed under with|

acre fifty ome-horss wagon-lecads of | the business
stable manure,averaging twenty bush- | days.

for Annisten.

Jackson, Tenn.,isaveryoldlady, and.

equal parts of manipulated guano
cotton—?.;aad meal a.x?d kainit waz
strewn ia the wide spaces, and the
coraon the cntire field was hoed.
Raz‘n came the next day, but, on June
11th, 100 pounds of nitrate of seda
wassowed in the narrow rows aand
koed in :

The crop was now a wonderful sight.
It soon became necessary to put up
postsand nail slats to them, on eseh
side of the row, to prevent the cern
falling. No hilling was done but the
whole acre was kept perfectly level.
Arrangements for irrigating had been
made.but the season was early and
wet, as compared with other years;
raiss followed frequently, and no irri-

tion was necessary.. In fact,as Mr.
Drake says, ‘“:he season wasthe most
favorable for corn I ever saw.” The
famz2 of the econtest acre spread far
and wide, and farmers and planters
came from all parts of Marloore and
%nd adjoicing counties to behold it.

ur engravicg, from a dim photogra
gives but an incom:plete ilt)ien of t'l):g’s
tremendous crop.  P.L. Breeden, a
grea$ eotton-planter, and one ef the
203t progressive farmers in the
says it war “2 wonder to behold.”
S. A. Brewn, editor of the Marlbore
Democrat, writes: “The harvest was
indeed a cariosity. One laborer told
us that the crop, when pulled, was
kpee deep on the ground. The yield
was not much of 2 suiprise to'.those
who visited the crop whilé growing.
Some Marion county farmers put tke
estimate at about three hundred
bushels.
[Copyright 1890.]

General Southern News.

The Chattanooga marble and stone
quarries did an exceptionally large -
trade last month. They ahipfod seyen- _

ty-mine carloads of stone during the -
month, eack car cortaining 200 cubio
feet of stoce. The ramificatiens of
this firm are between the lakes and
the gulf, and the Atlantic and Pa-

_—Ram Jones has been waking up the
sinners of Tyler, Texas, where he has
compared dancing girls to tadpeles,
and has greatly offended the ion-
able girls by saying that they “look
no more like God Almighty’s woman
than 2 Chinaman looks like s salt
mize. /

_ —An Arkangas negroplowed up a

Jug containing $16,000, and in hisjoy-

ous delirium ran off’ to town to tell of

bis find, leaving the jug in the field

after loading himself with $400 of the
treasure. Whem he returned to the

field the jug had been stolen.

—The Tennesses Legislatare is

ting down to business in good eamge;r,
and will probably get - with
before them-in fifteen

—All thetowns which _haye been
establishe@'and boomed ‘in" Jefferson
county kave added to the growth and =
development of Birmingham. The
same thing willbe true of Annisten,
The larger Oxford, Jacksonville amd
Piedmont boom tke betfter it will be

—3irs. John Outland, wholives mear..

ame fo that country fifty eight years
where h:ne nza veh e =
says thkat whem she thro
Jackson the court house was a Ii
log hut sitting in cas corner ef the
present ceurt squars, and that though
she has lived within three miles of
Jackson all these years she has. never
seen the town since. She knowsit.
must be a great deal larger from the
pumber of whistles she can hear blow-
ing the dinuer hour. She is the mother - -
of a large family of childien, who, wath
their children, are :among Madison’s .
active, progressive farmers. -
e PN T T

A Louisiana Plantation. e

In 1871 and 72, on the Grevemberg
plantation, bayou Teche, parish of 8t.
Mary, {here was a" colcny of Creoles
working cn the share sgstem—twelve
families, 100 persens, about {wenty-
five werkixg hands, net a negro work-
ing in the coleny, in house or field.
They culiivated about 500 acres of
land, twenty acres to the hand, and
sent to market in two seasons $40,000
worth of sugar and molasses. :
It would be 2 large estimate te cal-
culate the fisld hzands on the planta-
ticns and farms in Louisiana in 1860
at 175,000, The Grevemberg colony
made $800 to the hand for two years,
besides making corn: and feed for their
teams and pouitry and hogs, and mest
of the food for their families. Their
women paid their grocery accouits in
chickens and eggs and vegetables. If
all the field hands of the State had
done as well, they would have sent
to the market £140,000,000 worth of
staple products besides making rice,
tobacco, hay, cerm, potatces, peas,
beans, vageiables, fruits, ete., for home
consumption. The docter's bills
their physician stated, did net exceed
$100 a year for the coluny.

A Traitor to His State.

. Ex.Goveruor William Holden, .of
North Csrolias, was stricken with par-
alycisat a lste hour Saturday might,
and his condition is extremely critical.
tis health has for several years been
very fseble, end he has been unable to

walk much this winter. Four years
ago he had astroke of paralysis. His
Jeath is sow expected at any hour.
He was for a quarter of a ceatury ons
of the leading public men in the State.
He was editor of the Standard ard
afterward was appointed .provisional
governor by President Johnson, and
in 1868 was elected governor, In 1870
te was impeached for high crimes and
was convicted and lost bis citizenship.
_Ee was postmaster here several years.

His age is about seventy-five.

An Adieun After the Banquet.

A good story was told at the expense
of Congre:sman Asabel P. Fiteh, of
New York.

Not long ago he received an _invita-
tion to dine with the Hon. Herman
stump, of Maryland, at his residence
in Baltimore. The table was spread -
with 21l the delicacies of the seasen.
Rare wines werz served and there was
a plentiful supply of champagne. Many
of the guests dined not wisely, but
top w=ll. As Fitca -stood - upon "the
stoop, biddinzkshost goad aight, Mr.-
Stump said: : : Si=gs E
“Go dowa carefully, Mr, Fitch:
When yvou get to ttie feot ~ of the stepa .
veu will see two cabs. - Take the'firsfl:
ona, The other isn't there)” Co s

I

Encounter With Brigands,

CouNSTANTINOPLE, Merch 13.—A ter-
rific encouater begweea Turkish trrops
and 2 baud of Brigunds hzs taken place
at Eilasonia. The Turkish troops suc-
ceeded in dispersing the Brigands, but
lost tweaty, killed in the fizht, while
the Brigands lost oaly six.
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